A        M EETING         WITH         DESTINY

He turned towards the office truck and called :
" Jimmie."

The Regimental Orderly Officer emerged and saun-
tered over to him.

" One of your old battery has been killed, Jimmie,"
the Adjutant informed him.

" Who is it ? "

" Sergeant Barber."

" That's a pity. A great pity," observed the Orderly
Officer with a judicial deliberation. He liked to be
definite and precise about his verdicts on his fellow
men. "Barber was a first-rate Number One. His
Troop will miss him."

" Yes.   A pity/1 the Adjutant agreed formally.

The Orderly Officer seated himself on the edge of
the table and folded his arms.

" Curious thing about Barber," he said reminiscently.
" He had a face like a November fog, and a disposition
like the sun in June. He looked a born grouser.
Everybody thought so at first sight. It was quite a
shock when you discovered he was a cheery guy.
I consider Nature played a dirty trick on him, giving
him that misleading face. Must have caused lots of
people to make mistakes. Odd, wasn't it ? "

" Yes," agreed the Adjutant, again formally. At
the moment he was not much interested in Nature's
dirty tricks, and less in the Orderly Officer's epitaphs.
He shouted across to his clerk in the office truck:

" Have you made out the Casualty Return yet,
sergeant ? "

" No, sir."

" Well, when you do here's something to put on it."

Then the Adjutant once more became fully conscious
of the sweltering heat, and unfastened another button.
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